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CARTOONS AND COMMENTS. 


Tey might flood it. 
- “brick it up. 

stand on the edge and chuck 
rocks down into it. 

blow it up with dynamite. 

put traps in it. 

load it with malaria. 

pave it with spikes. 

make it impassable by putting 
copies of the London Punch 
In it. 

pour boiling water into it. 

station a man with a hand- 
organ in it. 

put a mephitis Americana in it. 

cram it solid with the dropped 





‘profaners of the “silver streak.” 








Hs of the nation. 
ry’ * " . ¥ . . 
These are a few of the things which it has 
not occurred to'the alarmed Britons that they 
might do in case the terrible French Army came 





marching in single file through a tunnel under 
the channel, to emerge in England, one by one, 
and spread terror and destruction throughout 
the land. We might suggest a few other little 
plans; but these are enough to begin on. We 
confidently hope that they will be received in 
England with wild acclamations of delight, for 





A BiG THING. 





oA 
PRINCIPAL DEPOT FOR THIS WONDERFUL MEDICINE AT THE OFFICE OF THE ‘* LOUISVILLE COURIER-JOURNAL.”’ 








Sea are at present in a sad pickle of panic. 
The wail of the Wolseley is heard in the land 
and the poet-laureate rolls his 5-guinea-a-line 
thunder at the impious heads of the would-be 
The fright- 
ful and inevitable results of the building of the 
proposed tunnel are harrowing the British soul. 
The cool, clear British head has thought out just 
what would happen. Build the tunnel, and 
France—our dear old bugaboo, France—will 
instantly declare war, seize the British terminus 
of the tunnel, and through that six-by-nine 
passage pour an invading horde into the help- 
less country. The voluble British tongue says 
nothing about what the unconquerable British 
Army and the invincible British Navy would be 
doing while these operations are going on; but 


what, after all, is cold reason, so long as the | 


British heart beats true and fast ? 


* 
* 


* 

It is the old story—Sentimentalism. That 
is the keynote which a bright thinker laid his 
finger on the other day. This England, the 
hardest-headed, most practical, Philistine, cal- 
culating country in the world, is also the most 
childishly sentimental. Yes, childishly. It cries 
like a babe in the dark, at imaginary dangers. 
The outcry against the tunnel and the outcry 
against the Deceased Wife’s Sister bill are both 
of a piece with the sentimentality that years 
ago fought against the introduction of illumin- 
ating gas, and the sentimentality that later has 
countenanced the shameful extravagances of a 
weak Prince, even to his outrageous exploita- 
tion of a court-favorite in the face of virtuous, 
prudish, English womanhood. 

* . i 

We heartily sympathize with the telegraph 
operators who, as we write, are on strike for 
higher wages and shorter hours. We hope that 
they may be successful in their eminently just 
demands, but we doubt if they will be. The 
monopolist army, under the command of Mr. 
Jay Gould and able lieutenants, will be too 


| , . _— . . 
country in the degrading position it occupies 


in many instances in other countries. There, 
| historic tradition, feudalism and landlords have 
‘enslaved labor; here, monopoly is doing its 
' best to that end. The monopolists say the 
| Opposition to them is a mere cry, and that 
| there is no real foundation for it. But it is 
| not a mere cry. When valuable franchises are 
| bought from corrupt legislators. and stock of 
| public companies is inflated to a monstrous ex- 
tent to enable the people to be robbed more 
easily, there must be good grounds for the pro- 
test against monopoly. And this telegraphers’ 
strike is a protest against monopoly. 

; * 

We trust it ‘may turn out to be something 
more than this. The Western Union Com- 
pany’s profits are prodigious, and it ought to 
pay living wages out of those profits to those 
who work for it. But the richer it grows, the 
more close-fisted and tyrannical it becomes. 
This seems to be the tendency of the age—the 
rich become richer, the poor poorer. Will there 
ever be a change? 


| 
| 


* 
The New York Sun, perhaps with the excep- 
tion of Puck, is the most interesting of all the 
daily papers published in this city. Its great 
charm is its personality. The Sun is not read 
as the Herald, Times or Tribune are; these 
papers may give you a strong expression of 
opinion, but you can’t be certain whose opinion 
it iss There can be no mistake about the Sun, 
| You know and feel that Charles A. Dana is 
talking to you, and occasionally—not very 
often—one would wish that he did not give his 
readers the benefit of the whole of the valuable 
information he receives from time to time. 


THE STRIKE. 











SATURDAY, July 21st, 1883. 
12:30 P. M. 


| The publishers of Puck are obliged to stop the press 


strong for the poor telegraphers, who may be | 


compelled to go to work again at smaller pay 
than they now obtain. The strike of a large 
and intelligent body of men is only another 
evidence of the firm and increasing hold that 
the monopolists have on the labor and industry 
of the country. 


* 
Daily the clutch becomes firmer, with the | 


at this hour to announce a strike that affects their inter- 
ests, and may largely affect those of the readers of this 
paper. The strike in progress—which would have been 


' averted had it been possible—is the strike of the Public 


at large for another issue of PUCK ON WHEELS. We 
have decided to submit to the demands of the strikers, 
and to issue No. 4.0f PUCK ON WHEELS, which will be 
out on July 31st, in a new form and new dress, richly il- 
lustrated, and, with the exception of Puck’s ANNUAL, 


| the best and most brightly written humorous annual in 


the faithful people of the proud Monarch of the | result of placing labor in this new and vast | 


the world. Price as usual, 25 cents. 
KEPPLER & SCHWARZMANN. 
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THE STRIKE OF STRIKES. 


We have had many strikes from time to time 
all over the country, and, after viewing the sys- 
tem from all points, its most depressing feature 
seems to be that strikes are infectious. We 
have all sorts of strikes. Once Congress struck 
for higher salaries, and, after meeting and de- 
liberating long, well and conscientiously, con- 
cluded that its demands were entirely proper 
and in accordance with all true ideas of jus- 
tice, and therefore it raised itself. 

The latest strike is that of the office-boys. 

The office-boy is a down-trodden being, who 
is never justly treated, but used metaphorically 
asa door-mat. He is trampled upon, compelled 
to build the fire, go out for beer, lie to the sheriff 
about his employer being out of town, go for 
meat for the cat, clean lamps, and various other 
degrading devotions. 

So the office-boys, recognizing the unparal- 
leled injustice they are daily obliged to submit 
to, called a meeting not more than a week ago, 
and organized a Union, and elected officers for 
the ensuing year. 

Below will be found the rules and regulations 
of the Union, without submitting to which no 
firm or corporation can employ a boy belong- 
ing to it: 

I. No boy shall report for business before 

A. M. 

. II. No boy shail sweep the floor, build the 
fire or brush clothes. 

III. Boys sent out a distance of more than 
four blocks shall receive from their employers 
car or omnibus fare. 

IV. Work performed after 6 p. M. shall be 
paid for extra at the rate of twenty-five cents 
per hour. , 

V. No questions must be asked of boys if 
late in the morning. 

VI. No boy shall engage himself in an es- 
tablishment wherein smoking is not allowed. 

Vil. Employers shall see that on the desk 


of every boy be placed a copy of the leading July 15, 1883. 














illustrated paper not later than one day after 
publication. 

VIII. No boy shall walk faster than one mile 
an hour when sent out. 

IX. Each boy shall have a month’s vaca- 
tion every summer, 

X. Each boy shall receive a Christmas pres- 
ent of not less than twenty-five dollars. 

XI. When a boy says “ My aunt is dead,’’ 
in order to get away to see a base-ball match, 
no employer shall suspect him of falsifying. 

XII. Every boy shall be allowed to play in 
the City Hall Park at least one hour per day. 

XIII, Every boy shall be presented with a 
season-ticket to Monmouth Park, and permit- 
‘ted to go to the races twice a week. 

XIV. If a boy comes in at noon when he 


was due at nine, and tells his employer that he | 


was delayed by the Elevated Railroad being 
blocked by ice, and the employer discredit 
such story, then shall the Union take the boy 
away, and refuse to furnish said employer with 
another boy. 

XV. No boy shall be asked to go out in the rain, 

XVI. Every boy shall be allowed two hours 
to eat his luncheon. If he bring it with him, 


and eat it in five minutes, then shail he the | 


remaining one hundred and fifteen minutes sit 
on his employer’s desk and smoke cigarettes. 
XVII. Every boy shall have the following 
‘time allowance: 
From City Hall to Post-Office, one hour. 
From City Hall to Central Park, two weeks, 
From Fulton Ferry to Broadway one hour 
and a half. 


From the office of Puck to Washington | 
| Market, two hours. 


From Jay to DePeyster Streets, three hours 
and ten minutes. 
From Castle Garden to Harlem, three months. 
These periods of time do not include delays 
or waits. 
These rules to take effect from date. 
JouN SMiITHsON, President, 





The hard-worked and poorly-paid private oftice- 
holder has to be thankful for what he gets—and 
that’s very little. 





THE WAY TO LOOK AT IT. 
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While the over-paid and idle public office-holder 
demands a half-holiday every day—and it looks as if 
he would get it, in Brooklyn. 


| Puckerings. 


A Sipe-Issue—The Birth of Eve. 





GRaND LaRCENy—Stealing a Kiss, 


| Extra Dry—'The Political Heeler at the 
| Present Time. 


| Mrvor Nores—A College Boy’s Letters to 
| his Papa for more Shekels. 


On A MuUDDy day it is only a man’s shoes 
that are not as black as they are painted. 





THE YOUNG LADY who isn’t afraid of the sun 
is the one with a twenty-five-dollar parasol. 


‘THE NEWSPAPER that gives an extra sheet is 
not subscribed for by boarding-house keepers. 


Every CLoup has an electro-plate lining. ‘The 
telegraph strike had one good effect. It made 
| it possible to get a telegram from Wall Street 
to Madison Square in less than thirty-six hours, 
People found out that it might be sent by mail, 





SOME POET sends in a poem in which he says 
the grasshopper is the boss hopper, and thinks 
| he has struck a new and ingenious rhyme. He 
ought to sleep peacefully in the balmy shade, 
and have a fresh geranium set out on him once 
a week, 


| 

| 

| Ir sHows the finger of a beneficent power 
directly mingling in human affairs when we 
think that the telegraphers’ strike did not come 
off soon enough to interfere with the general 
diffusion of the news that Slade and Sullivan 
had agreed to spar. 


A MESSENGER-BOY was actually seen running 
ful! split down Sixth Avenue, the other day. 
This may sound like a wild, boundless hallu- 
cination, but, nevertheless, it’s an iron-clad fact. 
The engine and he were neck and neck when 
they reached the fire. 


Why WILL a dentist, when he is filling your 
teeth, persist in asking all manner of questions, 
when your mouth is crammed full of napkins, 
rubber, cotton, fingers and tools? ‘To give a 
straightforward, honest answer under the above 
circumstances is slightly embarrassing. 

WHEN A man keeps a skating-rink in the 
winter, his greatest difficulty is in retaining water 
in it. During the summer when the same man 
is running the same rink as a base-ball ground, 
a shower comes up, and he can’t keep the field 
unlike a duck-pond to save his life, 





‘“ NEGRO” is hereafter to be honored with a 
capital N, according to the ruling of the Con- 
vention, but the amiable African who waits on 
us at the restaurant around the corner will 
continue just the same to make out our check 
in the old way, and to spell Charlotte de Russe 
with a small s. 





Now Co in wanders in the lane 
With Mary Jane, 

And fuzzy caterpillars brown 
Drop softly down, 

And tumble through the summer air 
Into her hair. 





No, CLARINDA, you can’t rhyme “ Wolsey” 
and “ bullseye.” No, dear. Not here. Not 
in this journal of civilization, But you may 
work us a neat little title-strip for our hat, with 
our initials in it all mixed up with daisies and 
lilies-of-the-valley and other modest things, and 
| the secret of your poetical ambition shall go 
| with us to our grave. 
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FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. 





No. CCLXXXXI. 
SocraAL MIXTURES. 


Ya-as, in casting 
my eye arwound the 
people who are so- 
journing he-ah at 
Newport, I have 
been, fwom time to 
time, verwy much 
stwuck at the dif- 
ferwent degwees of 
SY/ bweeding which 
Me exist. And, aftah all, 
what a verwy curwi- 
ous thing society is 
in Amerwica, if we may judge by the way it is 
wepwesented in this place. 

Wepeatedly have I had it dinned into my 
ears that the highest wefinement combined with 
excellence of family is in Newport; but, aftah 
careful observation, and taking my own experwi- 
ence into considerwation, I fail to see that the 
assertion is corwect. . The whole business is we- 
duced, in spite of anything that may be said to 
the contwarwy, to a aw monetarwy standard. 

I don’t mean to state that any vulgah fellaw 
who has succeeded in accumulating wapidly a 
large amount of money will be weceived with 
open arms by the wesidents he-ah; but if he has 
a little patience, and does not twy to be too 
obtwusive, he will verwy speedily gain his end. 





His humble orwigin will quickly be forgotten, |. 


and many people will twace in his lineaments, 
and those of his family, wesemblances to the 
membahs of some gweat historwic house fwom 
which they willsuddenly discovah he is descend- 
ed. Then the aw family will be visited and 
sought aftah, and tweated as extwemely gwand, 
and their sayings quoted, and their carwiages 
and horses and establishments descwibed in the 
newspapahs. ‘Then they will figure in boating 
and yachting parties, and will wide to hounds, 
and go to aw polo matches, and will ina verwy 
short time be considahed as leadahs in society. 
I have nevah devoted any considerwable amount 
of leisure to considerwing these peculiarwities, 
faw it is weally a verwy unpwofitable way of 
passing the time; but aw, fwom wemarks Mrs. 
Fitznoodle has made on the subject, I have 
been induced to enlarge on it in a twifling way. 

If I wished to take the twouble, fwom inform- 
ation weceived, as the detectives say, I could 
mention the names of severwal dozen families 
who make a twemendous splurge, and yet whose 
pedigwee will not bearexamination. Of course 
aw everwybody has a pedigwee of some de- 
scwiption, but I mean a pedigwee to be pwoud 
of. It is not, I know, a pleasant thing to have 
this Newport bubble pwicked; but, in the 
sacwed cause of twuth, I don’t verwy well see 
how I can wefwain fwom doing it. It is verwy 
hard on people who daw severwal ye-ahs have 
been accustomed to look upon their arwisto- 
cwatic position as perfectly assured, to find 
doubts thwown on it by unfeeling cwitics. 
Perwhaps they don’t care so verwy much faw 
the me-ah doubts; but what makes them feel 
maw than ordinarwily uncomfortable is to be 
told that the only weason anybody cares a 
bwass farthing faw them arwises fwom their 
having an extensive supply of dollahs, which 
they usually spend fweely aw. 








PATENT-LEATHER 
In rainy weather 
Just breaks up the bootblack altogether. 





Now THE billy gets a focus 
On the poppy and the crocus. 
—John B-rr-ghs. 





A SEA-SIDE SKETCH. 





Behold my moth- 
er-in-law and me 
in bathing-costume 
by the sea. 
day, © and have © such 
frolics in ( the spray. 
Sometimes upon the 
waves ——~——~ she ’ll 
float ~_._——_- and let 
me me make of her 
a boat. 
We look 


like Jonah on the whale, as gay 

She can’t capsize 
blow—she carries too much ballast. Oh, 

command, and steer my mammoth craft 

never fear of going down, for mothers-in-law 

She ’ll chase me on the beach for 


the surf we sail. 


drown. 


well, you ’d laugh‘to see her run; 
dles, puffs and gets so red: the ground 
with her ponderous tread. “ Go it, old girl!” 
grin: “another lap—like yours—will win.” 
to dive—oh, my! The splash most 
When she strikes bottom you 
derous thud ten miles from here, 
breakers try with all their might to lift 
those breakers merged in one, they could 
When she strikes out I, quick, strike in, 
me with her fin; and when she tries the 
She often 
in play, until I ’m nearly washed away. I 


dry. 


do not long behind her stick. 


see, she ’s quite 

my mother-in- 

am just too too, 
gain, in 
her how to 


her once—you 
for me. I love 
she thinks I 
comes a 

to teach 
she should sit 
to see the sea— 


down on me, 
unless she makes 


We go in swimming every 


ly through 
in any 
I sit on deck in full 
toS land, Oo & 
you c Q annot 
fun, > and, 
wad- 
shakes 
men yell and 
Sometimes she tries 
leaves the ocean 
can hear the thun- 
When in the surf, the 
her high. But were 
n’t lift her solid ton. 
lest she should hit 
bull-frog kick, I 
ducks me, all 


she 


never ducked 
too big a duck 
law, I do; and 
When winter 
state I’m go- 
skate; but if 

no more we ‘ll go 

fish-bait of me. 
H. C. Dopce. 








A MEETING, 


A distinguished member of the Star Route 
Jury was walking, a few days ago, down Penn- 
sylvania Avenue, Washington, when he was ac- 
costed by a well-dressed stranger. 

‘Are you a member of the Star Route Jury ?” 

“T had that honor,” said the juryman proudly, 
as he looked at the gentleman who had addressed 
him, who was tall, had dark eyes and white beard, 
and a general patriarchal air. 

“T am so glad to see you,” the stranger said: 
“T have long wished to form your acquaintance. 
I can’t tell you how happy you make me. This 
is indeed one of the proudest moments of my 
life’ And then he shook the juryman’s hand 
once more with great heartiness, and his coun- 
tenance looked as smiling as the rising sun. 

“Are you a—a—a friend of Mr. Ingersoll?” 
stammered the somewhat disconcerted Star 
Route man. 

“Oh, no; not especially.” 

“But do you come from him? Because there’s 
no hurry. I can wait until Saturday, and—” 

“Oh, no,” interrupted the stranger courte- 
ously: “I’m doing this on my own account. 
Do let me shake your hand again; if I talked 
for a week I couldn’t begin to convey to you 
my intense satisfaction at having the privilege 
of making your acquaintance.” 

“Tm sure I’m very glad to know you,” re- 
turned the juryman, doubtfully. 

“No doubt, sir; but not one ten-thousandth 
part as glad as I\am to know you.” 

_ “Perhaps you are from Mr. Brady,” said the 
juror, in an inquiring tone. 

“ Not at all,” was the reply: “I made no ef- 
fort to form your acquaintance on account of 
anything that Mr. Brady may have said. I 
wished to know you for purely personal rea- 
sons,”? 





“ Well, tell me, aren’t you from Mr. Dorsey ?” 

“No, sir; but I am losing precious time. I 
can’t stay very long, and I want to devote my- 
self to the pleasant task of congratulating you 
while I am enjoying what to me is the distin- 
guished honor of your society.” 

“Really, sir,” essayed the Star Route Juror 
once more: “if you don’t come from Mr. 
Brady, Mr. Dorsey or Mr. Ingersoll, or from 
any of their friends, I don’t see why you should 
exhibit so much pleasure at meeting me.” 

“You wouldn’t say that if you knew me bet- 
ter,’ and the stranger smiled. 

“ But,” answered the juryman: “I don’t know 
you at all, Never heard of you, to my knowl- 
edge—never saw you. You area perfect stran- 
ger to me.” 

“ But I know you, sir, and I am, I reiterate, 
proud of the acquaintanceship. You are the 
one man after my own heart. I could pass 
my life happily if I were sure that I could al- 
ways be in your society. I would like to invite 
you to dinner, but I haven’t time now—I must 
move on—I am in the traveling line. Good- 
by, and remember that I am ever your de- 
voted friend and admirer.” 

The gentlemanly unknown turned to go. 

“But why don’t you tell me your name?” 
shouted the juror. 

“ Thaven’t time now; but stay,’? answered the 
stranger, turning around, opening his pocket- 
book, and throwing a card at the feet of the 
Star Route man. 

The ex-juror picked up the pasteboard. It 
read: 





Judas Sseattot ’ 


4-11-44 Temple Street, JERUSALEM. 
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DIARIES OF THE DAY. 





III. 
THE YOUNG WOMAN’S DIARY. 





JULy. 


July 9th.—Surely I am the most miserable 
girl that was ever born. What’s the use of 
coming to this miserable place, the Chipmunk 
House, in this wild country, where we see 
nobody, and paying just eight dollars a head for 
board? Mommer says that popper can’t afford 
to pay any more, because he is a bull on the 
stock market and the bears have the upper 
hand. It’s perfectly horrid. Parents have no 
business to bring up families in luxury if they 
can’t keep it up all the time. 

July 16th.—What am I to do with all my 
lovely dresses? ‘There is no one to admire 
anything one puts on. I might just as well go 
about in a print dress all day long. Just think 
of it, to be here among all these common people, 
when I told Aim that we were positively going 
to Saratoga! Oh! Ae may never see my blue. 
I ought to write to him, but I don’t like to date 
a letter from this place. 

July 17th.—Think I will write to him and say 
that mommer was obliged to come here for her 
health. 

July 18th.—Think I won’t write. 

July 19th.—Have written, and went down to 
the village to mail the letter. It is really a 
clever piece of composition. I said that we 
had engaged the best and most expensive rooms 
at Saratoga, when mommer was suddenly taken 
ill with nervous prostration, and that the doctor 
said that the only place he knew that would 
restore her shattered health was this part of 
the country, and he recommended especially 
the Chipmunk House, on account of the excel- 


lent plain food and the exceeding purity of the | 


water. Plain food, indeed. It zs plain, and 
we’re positively half starved. 

July 21st.—I had quite a spat with Mamie 
to-day. I told her what I had done, and she 
said it was disgustingly unladylike, besides 
making me out a story-teller and a writer of 
falsehoods. Mommer, she went on to say, had 
never been better in her life, and it was shame- 
ful to spread reports that she was at “ death’s 
door.” I think that was the expression I used. 
Mamie concluded by saying that if he came 
she would tell him everything. 

July 23rd.—There are two letters this morn- 
ing, one for mommer and one for me. Mine is 
in fis handwriting. He is coming in a few 
days. Sorry to hear of mommer’s severe illness, 
which necessitated our altering our plans, Glad 
to learn she is better, etc. Mommer furious 
with me. The letter was from popper, wanting 
to know who’d been writing a lot of d—d 
nonsense about her being dangerously ill. On! 
what shall Ido? What contempt Ae will have 
for me! 

July 318t—RHe has arrived. 


[fore next week.] 


PUCK’S RURAL LOCALETTES. 


FoR THE BENEFIT OF PATENT-INSIDES. 











[ These notices will be found thoroughly trustworthy, and 
may be safely used by any country weekly.) 





Ansel Gunn has swapped his gray mare off 
~ Jethro Sykes’s roan and twenty dollars to 
oot. 





Ebenezer Wilcox will school it this fall in 
Edgecombe. Mr. Wilcox is a young man of 
talent, and has just graduated with high honors 
from the Cohoes College of Oratory and De- 
portment. ; 





Miss Effie Thayer has just composed a beau- 
tiful and touching poem on the death of Widow 
Mugg’s only brother-in-law, Maurice Gibbs, and 
Mrs. Martha Bagg will shortly read it at the 
Methodist Church. We understand that some 
of it is to be set to music. 





We noticed a beautiful quilt on exhibition at 
the fair last week. Wonderful to relate, it con- 
tained four hundred and eighty-seven thousand 
nine hundred and twenty-three separate and 
distinct pieces. ‘The patient lady of the needle 
was Miss Ann Eliza Young. 





Widow Hoskin’s son Alpheus is quite an 
oratorical prodigy. He lately recited “ Horatius 
at the Bridge,’’ by Macaulay, in the presence 
of quite a number of the widow’s friends. After- 
ward cake and ice-cream were served. It was 
on the whole a very enjoyable occasion. 





A mammoth cabbage is on exhibition at 
Lawrence’s grocery-store. It measures eleven 
feet in diameter, and weighs twenty-three 
pounds, It was raised by that honest “ tiller of 
the soil,’? Farmer Harrow, of Plunkett’s Corner. 
It’s a whopper, and don’t you forget it! 

Howler’s great and only dramatic troupe pre- 
sented that beautiful drama, “Uncle Tom’s 
Cabin,” in Beeswax’s Opera House. Mr, Pete 


fecting, while Miss Lucy Davis’s rendition of 
Eva was very touching and brought tears to the 
eyes of the audience. 








Now THE little boy doth stop 
Out upon the country road, 
And with one crack kills the hop- 

Toad. 





THE SWELTERING SEASON. 
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DIARIES OF THE DAY. 





IV. 
THE YOUNG MAN’S DIARY. 





JuLy. 


July 4th—Went on Skit Skyscraper’s yacht 
after all, and didn’t have as bad a time as I ex- 
pected. They were all there, Slapper Slapjack, 
Val Volcano and his two sisters, Avonia and 
Olivia. ‘The girls teased Slapjack about his be- 
ing an Englishman, but he didn’t seem to mind. 
They asked him what he thought of the De- 
claration of Independence, and if Queen Vic- 
toria wasn’t mad that America didn’t belong 
to her, and if each report of a fire-cracker or 
gun had not the effect of making him feel mis- 
erable? He said “No.” And then he went to 
leeward and monopolized Avonia all the after- 
noon. I couldn’t get near her. Olivia Vol- 
cano has scarcely a word to say for herself, 
She didn’t even admire my yachting-suit. I 
tried her on all kinds of subjects. ‘Talked of 
new novels and bathing and poetry, and even 
cooking, but to no purpose. All she did was 
to look in the direction of the place where 
Slapper Slapjack and her sister were sitting. 

July 5th.—On second consideration I think 


Johnson’s rendition of Uncle Tom was very af- | yesterday was a perfectly miserable day. I 
| didn’t enjoy it a bit. Avonia Volcano is a flirt 


| —a miserable flirt, and I think I shall cut her 


acquaintance. Skit has asked me, after all, to 
go on a week’s cruise with the same party. Shall 
{ accept or refuse? I think I shall accept. I’m 
not bound to talk to her because she happens 
to be on board. 

July 17th.—We’re afloat on the fierce rolling 
tide. The ocean is my home, but the Avonia 
Volcano is not my bride, nor does there seem 
much chance of her becoming so while Slapper 
Slapjack is around. 

July 18th.—l'm glad of it. Slapjack is awfully 
sea-sick, so are the Volcano girls. We shall be 
in Newport to-morrow, when I shall get a chance 
of having Avonia to myself, because Slapjack 
may find a girl among the cottagers with more 
money. Had a talk with this fellow. He’s not 
such a fool as he looks; but I wish he wouldn’t 
drawl so. I am sure Avonia can’t like him; 
but American girls are so silly. ‘They have the 
idea that marrying almost any Englishman is 
bound to give them a title. What a dreadful 
mistake to make! 

July 27th.—Here we’ve been at Newport all 
this time—living on the yacht—and I don’t 
make any more progress with Avonia, I am 
getting disheartened. 

July 3 18t-—Val Volcano has just told me that 
his sister is engaged to the Honorable Slapjack, 
Misery. I shall leave the yacht to-morrow. 








[ALore next week.| 





Now WHILE blows the wheat all golden, 
And among it glows the poppy, 

And the idle summer tourist 

Lingers by the babbling brooklet, 
And the very air suggestions 

Breathes of fun and of vacation, 
When all ’s dolce far ‘niente, 

Then it makes us sigh and shiver 
When unto us, clad in slippers, 
Subtle as Love’s magic power, 
Comes the hard, unthinking foreman, 
And unto us hoarsely whispers: 
“Copy, copy, copy, copy!” 





WHEN 
It ’s too hot for playing shinney, 
Then the boy will chase the Guinea- 
Hen. 
This knocks 
Every other paradox. 
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COURTING. 


Little friend Puck: 


(I had almost said Cupid, you look so much 
like him.) I want to tell you something about a 
love affair that came to my notice the other 
evening. And I suppose all love affairs are a 
good deal alike in these days, so that I will not 
be doing any injustice to the million or so of 
nice young people whom you visit every week 
by speaking of this little affair as an example 
of courting in general. 

It happened in this wise. Feeling in a very 
sociable mood on the evening in question, I ar- 
rayed myself in doe-skin and stiff linen and set 
out to make a call upon a lady—who, by-the- 
way, is about twenty-two years my senior. 

Now, I did not know, of course, that Wednes- 
day was the very evening when this dear lady’s 
sweet daughter entertained her adorable ad- 
mirer, so I was not to blame for what followed. 
Well, I was directed to take a seat in the front 
parlor—which was as dark as Tophet, by-the- 
way—while the maid bore my card up-stairs to 
her mistress. 

Just as I subsided into a dark-colored easy- 
chair in the extremest twilight corner of the 
apartment, I distinctly heard a twitch at the 
door-bell—a peculiar twitch, with a sort of per- 
sonal inflection to it, as you might say—a 
“‘ Duckie - this - is-I-come - to-the-door-yourself ”’ 
kind of twitch. I knew in a minute that it was 


Bessie’s young man—for, don’t you know, I |’ 


had been there myself when I was—yes, when 
I was in love with Bessie! 

A sort of prophetic tremor ran through all 
my bones, and my heart began to drum against 
my sounding shirt-bosom till it made the dia- 
mond stud rattle. My first impulse was to dodge 
out into the hall, and get behind an overcoat 
on the hat-rack. But hark!—the quick pal- 
pitating rustle of a girl’s summer evening drapery 
fell upon my ear, and presently the patter of 
little feet on the rugs in the hall; and then a 
swift, gauzy vision glided by the half-open door, 
and a moment later the red gloaming glared 
upon the rugs in the hall, and— 

Smack! s-m-a-c-k! c-l-i-i-i-n-g! 

Talk about peaches-and-cream! talk about 
honey! talk about anything you please—that 
kiss would make saw-dust of ambrosia. I act- 
ually caught myself smacking my lips in the 
dark for very sympathy, the deliciousness of it 
was so superabundant and all-pervading. 

“Oh, I’m so glad you’ve come, Charlie!” 

“ Are you, duckie? Well, so am I.” 

(Gurgle-gurgle—smack!) 

“Come, now--come right into the parlor. 
I’ve got so much to tell you. Don’t stop to fix 
your hair, You’re just as nice as you can be— 
and, besides, I’m not going to light the gas, 
and mama has gone out unexpectedly to spend 
the evening.” 

Horrors! 

The door was pushed open, and they came 
in, Her little arm—bare to the elbow—was 
doubled up and reposed gracefully on his shoul- 
der; his arm was around her waist. (My eyes, 
you see, were getting accustomed to the twi- 
light.) I shrank back as far behind the window 
drapery as I could, and they brushed by me 
and sat down on the big sofa in the opposite 
corner. 

For a moment or two there was a blissful si- 
lence, as they nestled down together in the hol- 
low where the springs had given out. When 
all was nicely settled, and he had got a good 
staying grip on the small part of her corsets, she 
began: 

“Charlie, have you got rid of it?” 

“ What, darling ?” 

“That freckle on the left side of your ear.” 

“Qh, yes, that’s gone.” 





THE OUNCE OF PREVENTION. 
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THE ABOVE SIMPLE LITTLE DEVICE WOULD PuT A COMPLETE STOP TO FERRY-BOAT SUICIDES. 











“Goody, goody! You can go to the party 
to-morrow night, then, can’t you?” 

‘Well, yes, I—might, I suppose—but—”’ 

“‘ But what, dearie ?”’ 

“Why, dang it all, I haven’t got a bid!” 

(Drawing back.) “ Not been invited, Charlie! 
—you not invited? Why, I wouldn’t go to her 
hateful, nasty party for anything!” 

“ Wouldn’t you, duckie, really? Then take 
that—and that—and th-a-a-t!”’ 

More spasmodic action of my lips behind the 
curtains, and a frantic desire to steal up behind 
and punch Charlie’s head. 

“Whose party is it, anyway, Bess?” 

“Why, Mrs. Prentiss’s. Everybody ’s going 
to be there. I wonder how in the world she 
happened to leave you out, the hateful thing!” 

“Oh,” (with a sigh,): “I suppose she don’t 
think I’m nice enough. I measure cloth, you 
know, and—”’ : 

“ Why, what if you do, poor fellow!’ (There 
are tears in Bessie’s eyés, and her little bare 
arms steal up around the young man’s neck, and 
her soft cheek is pressed against ‘his in the most 
exasperating manner—to me.): “It isn’t any- 
thing bad to measure cloth. Why,’—with a 
sudden burst of logic—‘I wear cloth, and so 
does Mrs. Prentiss, and so does everybody. The 
idea of being so stuck up—bah!” 

In my sympathetic indignation, I must have 
stirred the window-hangings, for the girl sud- 
denly withdrew her arms and looked around. ~ 

“Hark! Let go, Charlie. Didn’t you hear 
something ? Do you suppose anybody is watch- 
ing us?” 

“Oh, pshaw, pet, pshaw! It was the wind in 
the curtains. Sit still.” 

“Well, I’m going to go and look, anyway.” 

(Endeavors to rise, but Charlie holds her 
back.) 

“Fudge, fudge! Sit down. 
times if you don’t!” 

“ Well, I won’t then, anyway.” 

“T shall kiss, if you don’t behave.” 

“Kiss away!” 

The danger passed. By the time the six 
kisses were given, with interest, simple and com- 
pound, and the principal added to the bank 
account, and something more with it, Bessie 
had forgotten all about the noise in the curtains, 
She subsided, panting and flushed, in the cavity 
of the sofa, and brushed down her disordered 
bangs. Silence for a few moments. 

‘“‘ What was it that you were so anxious to tell 
me when I first came ?”’ asked Charlie. 





I'll kiss you six 








“Oh, I don’t know —about the party, I sup- 
pose. But I wouldn’t speak of the hateful thing 
again for five dollars. Oh, say, Charlie, Bob 
Smith is going to be there—the fellow I met at 
the sea-side, you know. Oh, he’s so nice. I do 
wish you knew him.” 

Stern silence on the part of Charles. He 
loosens his arm, and draws it painfully out be- 
tween her back and the back of the sofa. 

“Why, Charlie, what is the matter? Are you 
going ?” 

“ Oh, nothing—yes, I guess I must be going.” 

“Oh, don’t; it isn’t nine o’clock. Tell me 
what it is, Charlie, won’t you, please ?” 

They had advanced into the middle of the 
room. It was quite dark now, and their figures 
only made a confused blur to my eyes. But I 
could hear the young man twirling his hat in 
his hand, sullenly, defiantly. 

“Dear Charlie, won’t you tell me what is the 
matter? Do!” 

Again the soft cheek, this time on his shoul- 
der. A moment’s glum silence, and then: 

“ Dang Bob Smith!” 

Only three short words; but if I should write 
all day, I could not convey to you one tithe of 
the volume of red-hot meaning that was thrown 
into them. 

“Why, you aren’t jealous, are you, Charlie ?”’ 

“No! I ain’t!” 

Silence. 

CHARLIE.—“ Well, I’m going.”’ 

BrssiE.—“ I’m sorry.” 

CHARLIE.—“ You won’t take back what you 
said ?” 

BEssiE.—‘‘ Why—I didn’t say—anything!” 

CHARLIE.—“ Good-night.”” 

BessiE.—* Good-night.” 

I heard Bessie crying as she went up-stairs, 
and I stole softly out at the front door. 


. Paut PASTNOR. 








W.G. 0. A. P. 


Now the daisy 
By the hazy 

Woodland sweetly blows. 
This is summer, 
Every plumber 

For a truthlet knows; 
While the mosquito, 
The buzzful mosquito, 

Doth take him on the nose. 
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JOHN CHINAMAN, MY WOE. 


John Chinaman, my woe, John, 
It costs you but a cent 
To live from morn till even, 
In one perpetual Lent. 
But, though your skin is swart, John, 
You ‘‘ washee ” white as snow; 
And you are always up to snuff, 
John Chinaman, my woe. 





John Chinaman, my woe, John, 
Since you have wandered hither, 
I find you are too keen, John, 
For us to live thegither. 
Sae you maun totter back, John, 
And, as you turn to go, 
I ‘ll kindly help you wi’ my boot, 
John Chinaman, my woe. 
S1ouX BRUBAKER. 








PIAZZA POW-WOWS. 


Most people who have visited summer hotels have list- 
ened to the highly interesting conversation that is usually 
carried on on the piazzas every evening after dinner— 
generally between the hours of eight and ten. 

These conversations bear a strong family resemblance 
to each other, varied only by the social grade of the 
guests. The talk at a two-dollar-a-day is different from 
that at a five-dollar establishment, while the gems of 
thought that are exchanged among the inmates of a nine- 
dollar-a-week boarding - house are different from those 
that make life happy to those who are reveling in the de- 
lights and luxuries of a farm-house. 

But the basis is the same, and in all cases the women 
—young and old—furnish at least nine-tenths of the con- 
versation. 

You see that well and fashionably-dressed group sitting 
in that deep angle of the piazza of the five-dollar-or- 
more-a-day hotel? It consists of seven specimens of 
femininity, chiefly married, ages ranging from twenty to 
forty. These are some fragments of the conversation as 
taken down by a stenographer: 

«¢ Did you meet Mrs. Oilymargarine when you were at 
Mount Desert ? She’s real nice, and has lovely diamonds. 
Her husband told me that she paid seven thousand dol- 
lars for them at Whiffany’s.” 

The reply was not caught, owing to the running cross- 
fire of conversation. 

*¢ Oh, yes—In her blue—She’s quite stylish—Always 
bangs her hair in that hideous way -I thought I should 
have died with laughing—Mr. Van Halfadollar is so very 
funny—He asked Mamie last night what color the wind 








was—And then he said something about rose and blue 
—he! he! he! ha! ha! ha!—Wall Street-—Ten thousand 
dollars—Fifty thousand dollars—A hundred thousand 
dollars—A million dollars—Pshaw!—Ten dollars a week 
—Oh, no—Not a cent—She’s refused him five times— 
He’s fast—She paints—They owe their washerwoman four 
hundred dollars—She carried on dreadfully at Newport— 
They are first cousins of theVan Streetsweepers—He asked 
me if I had heard what Cornelia Salinehider said about 
old: Mrs. Whiskeytoddy—He gets tight —Never touches a 
drop—Fond of billiards — Wine-color with ruching— 
Can’t get in society—An English lord—Quite poor and a 
gambler—Twenty thousand dollars—After his money— 
after her money —I never buy their cream—aA good dress- 
maker—Very expensive—Can’t depend on her—Sent my 
cook away —They keep a Frenchman— A widow with six 
children—He ran away with her money—I think he’s 
perfectly horrid—Insahity in the family —Puts his knife in 
his mouth when he eats—I am disgusted—She is vulgar— 
He is common—We do not speak—You don’t tell me— 
They give themselves airs—Met them in Rome—My green 
—Her yellow—Your pink—Their crushed strawberries— 
Our set—A headache—Go to Dr. Littledose—For my 
part, I prefer Dr. Chopper—He cured—Malaria —I 
never bathe—At the hop—Oh, a mere boy—She squints 
—Flirts with every man she sees—The burglars took her 
ear-rings—Thought I should have died with fright—He is 
looking this way—How absurd—He kissed her-——She 
never gets up until dinner-time—Told the most horrid 
stories about me—We never bow—-He was engaged to 
my sister—I’d like to see him act every night—Heard 
Patti—The other one—Why, she shrieks.” 

The boarders at a two-dollar-a-day hotel talk, as a 
rule, in a manner less refined, and on a cheaper scale. 
A group of women would converse equally as volubly 
and freely as their wealthier sisters, and bits of the con- 
versation would be something like the following: 

«¢ Her house and mine is a long ways from each other 
—The kitchen-boiler busted, and I told her I wouldn’t 
stand none of her impudence—She was his girl long be- 
fore she taught school—She goes to Sunday-school 
picnics—He left her the furniture—Now he is a car- 
conductor—He don’t pay her one cent for board— 
There are lots of bargains at McRosenbaum’s— Bought 
hats for the children at five cents apiece—He’s real 
mean—-He’s perfectly elegant—Why, mine cost twice 
as much as hers—It’s the old one, turned—Oh, yes, I 
tasted sherry-wine once—She said she wouldn’t go, un- 
less she had a new seal-skin sacque—I asked him if he 
called himself a gentleman—Sez I, well, some folks may, 


.| but I don’t, sez I—I won’t go if that Mamie Jones goes— 


She had on that old cambric of her sister’s—I had vanilla 
—I can’t bear oyster-stews—She’s a mean-spirited thing 
—Her bracelets ain’t real gold—He bclongs ina grocery- 
store—Ain’t you smart!” 
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O Langtry, in your private car 

You are a bright particular star; 
But, bless your lily soul, the scheme 
Is older than a livery team. 
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For many a year have rolled in state 
Upon the cars that carry freight, 
Where’er no wild conductor ramps, 
America’s unrivaled tramps. 





, sketches themselves. 





Auswers for the Anrions, 


REJECTED MANUSCRIPTS PUCK does not heed, 
But feeds to canines of Assyrian breed. 





HASELTINE.—She has struck. 
Git ForpeE.—Much obliged; but—well, say next trip. 


P. QuiLiBET.—Thanks for the stamp. It is a very 


nice stamp. 


W. P. T., Paterson. —If you will put a point on it, we 
will put it in the waste-basket. Otherwise we can’t. It 
would be too rough on the other rejected communications. 


H. C., Baltimore.—Too late, dear boy. But perhaps 
you couldn’t help it. It must have been the fault of the 
They looked pretty tired when 
they got here. 


F. G., Phiiadelphia.—The subject is rank and smells 
to heaven. Otherwise you are a bright spot of real humor 
in the dreary desert of amateurs who want to be too 
funny for private life. 


BuRTONICUS.—You are equally off in your metre and 
in your facts. The sweet singer you address does not 
sling the vitriol for this column. He has too much of 
the milk of human kindness in him. It would sour the 
vitriol. 

PLATO F, Moon.—Did you ever notice how impressive 
is the simple human corpse as it swirls and sways in the 
current of a moonlit river ? No? Neither did we, But 
if you will do the corpse yourself, we'll look on from the 
bank and admire you. You would certainly make a long 
sight better corpse than you would a comic writer. 


R. I. M., Hanover.—Dearest dear boy, come off! We 
hate to be slangy; but—come off! That is the only thing 
that expresses it. Why, that catch, or gag, or whatever 
you call it, has stood a hoary-headed servitor at the gate 
of the London Punch these many decades, and—well, it 
may seem incredible; but we don’t believe you could sell 
the London 77%mes with it. 


F. & F., Sedalia.—Dana and Butler. What did you 
take them for, anyway— Alexander the Great and Billy 
Paterson? Maybe you thought they were a couple of 
Baptist ministers masquerading as coal miners. In the 
language of the immortal Spoopendyke, all you want is 
a keg of beer and twenty-five cents all round to be a 
whole Long Island hog-guessing. 


ALICE.—We must respectfully decline to print your 
poetical advertisement for a matrimonially inclined dude. 
We are sure you are altogether too sweet a girl to be 
thrown away on a dude. Besides, dearest, drop that 
pink sea-shell of an ear of yours over this way, and let 


' us tell you in a tender whisper that you will never make 


enough by writing poetry to support half a dude. 


«¢ SHAM.” —Your ‘thrill of osculation’’ can’t be pre- 
sented to the public through the columns of this paper. 
It’s too hot, for one thing, and, anyway, we believe in a 
man’s doing his kissing in private. Besides, if you think 
you can teach our intelligent readers anything about the 
modus operandi of kissing, you are a deluded man, 
struggling in a gloomy morass of ignorance, with the pro- 
cession about two miles ahead of you and a general sense 
of left-ness permeating your being. 








THE CHAMPION. 





Boston, July 13th, 1883. 
To the Editor of PuckK—Dear Sir: 
I send you a subject for a cartoon—a Boston cartoon, 
“You are too provincial; you rarely go beyond New York. 


* * a ~ * 
A, CaReRE, 


[ We acknowledge the receipt from Mr. C. of the boss 
joke of the year, and gladly accord him the usual pre- 
mium. The paper will be sent to him for six months if 
he will give us his address. —EpD. PUCK.] 








Though the season is fair and serene, 
We mean 
With regret that is making us lean 
Ta tell of the death of Sir Edward Sardine. 


We have never seen 
Sir Edward Sardine, 
But out of the Sw we have managed to glean 
That his record was clean, 
And that he was the John L. Sullivan of the Royal 
Society of England, and probably was 
solid with the Queen. 


He ran the machine. 
So we ’ll e’en 

Quaff off a bottle of brilliantine 

To the ghost of Sir Edward Sardine. 
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BACK. 





‘« What, back already!”’ 

The speaker was the office-cat, a black and 
white specimen about two years old. She 
looked very pleased as she jumped on the man 
who entered the room and climbed all over 
him. 

“What, back already! What kind of a time 
did you have ?” 

“First rate,’ replied the returned tourist, as 
he hung his coat on the nail for another year’s 
work. 

“ Where have you been—at the sea-shore ?” 
purred the cat, as she sat gently on the rusti- 
cator’s shoulder. 

“‘ No, in the mountains,” 

‘Which mountains?” inquired the cat pleas- 
antly. 

«Phe Adirondacks. Ever been there?” 

“«‘ Ever been there ?”’ repeated the cat smiling- 
ly, as she gathered her feet together, and sudden- 
ly raised her back to such an altitude that she 
looked like a horse-shoe: “ever been in the 
Adirondacks? Well, I should purr. Why, part 
of my early cathood was passed up there. Are 
you acquainted with Sarah Mortimer and Ansel 
Jones ?” 

“Who are they?” inquired the tourist, as 
he loosened his cuffs. 

“A couple of my old playmates; and nicer 
or more refined cats I defy youtofind. Sarah 
was gray and Ansel was black. We used to 
play horse together out on the road, and have 
splendid times. I remember one day when 
we were jumping rope, a naughty little boy 
in torn clothes and uncombed hair came along 
and hurled a missile—”’ 

“What kind of a missile was it ?” 

“A brick—a regular Philadelphia brick with 
sharp edges, and it took Ansel on the side of 
the head and prostrated him in the dust.” 

“Did he get well?” 

“Oh, yes,” replied the cat, as she raked her 
ear with one of her hind-feet: “Oh, yes, Ansel 
got well in time. But for many weeks he was 
obliged to wear a comforter and a piece of ice 
on his head. I felt awfully sorry for poor 
Ansel, because he cut such a grotesque figure 
with that comforter tied under his chin ina 
bow-knot that none of his companions could 
look at him without laughing. And one day 
little James Henry Martin, who lived over 
behind Smith’s mill, told Ansel that if he wore 
his pillow in the day-time, he ought also to wear 
the kitchen-stove he slept under. Ansel, a very 
proud-spirited cat, was about six months older 
and two pounds heavier than little James 
Henry Martin, and he immediately set to work 
and chastised his facetious companion in a 
manner that must have been anything but satis- 
factory to the feline humorist. James Henry 
fonght hard and well, but his blows didn’t pro- 
duce the desired effect, as Ansel was scientific 
enough to duck his head, and take them on the 
comforter. Shortly after this the wound healed, 
and Ansel shed his comforter for good; but all 
the hair came out, and. left a great drab spot on 
the side of his head, and little James Henry 
Martin said it looked like a slate tile. One day 
while Ansel was asleep by the road-side, little 
James Henry Martingwishing to even matters 
with him for the thrashing he had received, 
walked quietly up, and, with a piece of chalk, 
indited a profane sentence on the bald spot, 
and remarked to a looker-on that Ansel ought 
to wear either a single-barreled eye-glass or a 
toupee on that piece of hairless territory. How 
is the temperature up in the Adirondacks now ?”’ 

“Very changeable,” said the man who had 
just returned from the mountains. 

“Well, that’s just the way it used to be when 
I was there,” replied the cat: “ the Adirondacks 
are great for changes of temperature. Why, 








ANOTHER MONOPOLIST. 
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Iam monarch of all I survey, 

My right there is none to dispute, 
And on the poor people’s holiday 

I am boss of the fout and the brute. 


—(After Cowper.) 








just as sure as my name is Cornelia Hartley 
Moore, I have seen picnic-parties go out with 
wagons and sleighs, They would start with the 
sleighs on the wagons, and return with the wag- 
ons on tie sleighs, A man upthere would start 
out with a dancing-pump on one foot and a 
snow-shoe on the other, and scissors-grinders 
would yell: ‘Any scissors, knives or skates 
sharpened to-day?’ A duck would start out 
swimming, and before it could cross the pond 
the latter would freeze around her and hold her 
fast. 1 have seen sheep sheared on the morn- 
ing of a warm day, and the owners have to put 
ulsters and buffalo-robes on the sheep before 
night. You never could tell, up there, which 
you needed most, an ulster or a duster, and 
when you went to bed at night, you couldn’t 


.tell whether you would play tennis or go coast- 


ing on the morrow, Why, I have seen robins 
build their nests on Monday, and leave for 
Florida on Tuesday. Yes, 1 remember once 
seeing a robin sitting on her eggs, filling the fra- 
grant solitudes of the garden with a cataract of 
the wildest of wild melody, and in the morning 
all that bird’s fond dreams for the future were 
rudely dispelled by the fact that the eggs were 
frozen so hard that you could throw them 
against a book-agent’s cheek without breaking 
them. The poor old robin was chilled, and 
hopped down on. the window-sill, and flew in 
and sat on the stove for a while, and warmed her 
breast, and went back and tried to thaw her 
eggs out. Just as sure as my name is Cornelia 
Hartley Moore—” 

. “ Here comes the boy with your milk,”’ broke 
in the man. 

“Pray excuse me for a while, then,” said 
Cornelia Hartley Moore: “ butI am glad to see 
you back again safe and sound.” 
R. K. MuNKITTRICK. 





CURRENT COMMENT. 





WHEN A MAN goes away on a summer vaca- 
tion, and pays for his room while absent, he 
can never tell whether his room has been occu- 
pied by some one else during his absence, un- 
less he measures his cake of toilet soap dia- 
metrically and circumferentially before leaving 
and after returning. —__ 


A PARTY OF TOURISTS, wandering through 
the mountains in the moonlight, saw what they 
thought to be the skeleton of a mastodon, and 
went away figuring on what they could make 
by selling it to a dime museum. On the fol- 
lowing day they went down to secure the 
skeleton, and discovered it to be the body of 
a hay-wagon. 





A COLORED BOY, according to an E. C., re- 
cently got a bad attack of pride and refused to 
apply for a situation because he was called a 
darkey. That sensitive-plant of Ethiopia ought 
to carry a placard with him wherever he goes, 
requesting the populace to kindly address him 
as “young écru,” or. “sepia,” or “elephant’s 
breath,”’ or whatever fashionable tint he thinks 
hits his peculiar style off best. 





WHERE By Ogdensburgh the waters 
Soft and melancholy flow, 
Courtney whispered unto Hanlan, 
» And his voice was sweet and low: 
“‘] will break your ‘ combination ’— 
I will give your ‘skin’ away!” 
Sternly, softly answered Hanlan: 
‘Will you tell the public, though, 
What I fear you do not know: 
How it is I make it pay— 
Hey ?” 
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INDECISION. 


I wonder why this little tear 

Comes trickling down my withered cheek? 
I wonder why I sigh whene’er 

Through the dull present, cold and bleak, 
I see the forms of other days 
Flitting as sun on woodbank plays. 
I wish these thoughts would pass; but no, 
They ’re harmless—’t was so long ago. 





Thrice blest of all—thrice cursed, I mean— 
I see the many twinkling feet, 

And on a noble form doth lean 
A rosy maiden, saucy, sweet. 

He whispers of his love, but she 

Will not be won too easily. 

I loved him then, and still, although 

It was so very long ago. 


Why did I trifle with his heart ? 
He kissed my hand and said ‘* Good-by!” 
And soon we were so far apart 
That I could only hope—and cry. 
He only asked me once! I thought 
My heart would be too cheaply bought. 
If he could come again!—but no, 
Love turned to hatred—long ago. 


He left me for the tented plain, 
To win undying fame with those 
Who, ’mid the wounded and the slain, 
Beat back our country’s hated foes. 
But still—perhaps ’t was best—you see, 
He died in eighteen-twenty-three. 
I neither hate nor love him—no; 
It was so very long ago. oe A 








LOCAL ITEMS 


CLIPPED FROM ANY “ COLLEGE PAPER,’’ 





Prof. Smashem always examines soiled cuffs 
sent to Wang Lee’s, and copies all notes found 
on them, for the benefit of Faculty meeting. 


Oh, the Fresh!—* Professor, don’t you think 
Thersites was a fool?” ‘ Notso big a fool as a 
certain member of this class!” ‘Tremendous ap- 
plause in the galleries. 


Sennett, ’83, was recently attacked, late at | 


night, by five townies. He easily put them all 
to flight, except two, who are now in the hos- 
pital, recovering from their injuries, 





Sophomores meet to-morrow in room 3, to 
decide on the case of the insult offered to ’85 





| 


by that Freshman who persists in wearing a tile 
and a moustache, in spite of warnings. 


A few slight accidents occurred during the 
last foot-ball game. Shove, Mac and Gomez 
were carried away senseless, Their places have 
been filled by substitutes, as they will be laid up 
for a few years. 


The museum recently received some speci- 
mens of very rich ore, taken at random from 
the mines of the Mammoth Mining Company, 
Hardup, Dakota, and presented by the pres- 
ident, whose office is at No. 999 College Ave. 


Tute Greekus went to a church sociable over | 


on Center Street, recently, taking his gosling 
along. When he sat down at the table he 
handed the fair waitress twenty cents, and told 
her to bring them some ice-cream. He felt or 
looked queer when a teaspoonful of cream and 
two spoons came on the dish brought him. 








Ir 1s stated that a wealthy man recently. com- 
mitted suicide by taking Paris green.. As Paris 
green is not worth more than twenty-five cents 
per pound, we cannot understand why a wealthy 
man should not have had more self-respect than 
to have placed himself on a level with the po- 
tato-bug. He should at least have swallowed 
the poison in a hack, and then his aristocratic 
friends would have looked upon him as an 
open-hearted man, and thought that he econo- 
mized on the poison in order to have enough 
left to satisfy the hackman. 








W. G. O. A. P. 


Now THE maiden goes, 
All dressed in summer clothes, 
Down upon the beach, beach, beach. 


And the heartless organ-grinder 
Becomes a strong reminder 
Of a brick within our reach, reach, reach. 


And the weary watermelon 
The cholera fiend is selling, 
In company with the peach, peach, peach. 


E. M. 
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HOW NOT TO DO IT. 


THE EXAMINATION OF APPLICANTS FOR THE 
PosITION OF LETTER-CARRIERS, 


EXAMINATION lI, 


Q.—Where is Washington ? 

A,—In D. C. 

Q.—What do the letters D. C. stand for ? 

A.—They may stand for most anything. 

Q.—What is your definition of the letters 
C.? 

A.—Decayed Congress. 

(Rejected Application. 


D. 
Uneducated.) 


EXAMINATION II, 

Next! 

Q.—Under what form of Government do you 
live ? 

A,—Haven’t studied it up. 
in acrostics. ” 

Q.— Who is President of these United States ? 

A,—Chet Arthur. 

Q.— If a man pays fifty cents for a horse-car 
ride, what will his wife say to him when he ar- 
rives home ? 

A.—It depends a good deal upon her pecu- 
liar temperament. 

Q.—What are your politics? 

A,—Have always been a Republican since 
the Declaration of Independence. (Aodestly.) 

(Application accepted. Awaiting vacancy.) 


Never was good 


EXAMINATION III, 

Next! 

Q.—Have you ever walked in any pedestrian 
contest ? 

A,—Yes, sir; but never succeeded in taking 
the belt. 

Q.—Are you acquainted with the dead lan- 
guages ? 

A.—Nbo, sir. 

Q.—Did you graduate from any college? 

A,-—NoO, sir. 

Q.—Married ? 

A.— Yes, sir. 

Q.—How many children ? 

A.—Eight. 


(Rejected Application. Uneducated.) 


W. L. C. 








THE McGEE 


FAMILY ENJOYS AN EXCURSION. 





McGee objects, according to the Marquis of Queens- 
berry rules. 


Bumped to Bellevue. 


«« Ten dollars, please!” 
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MAN WITH THE MUCK-RAKE. 
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«A man that could look no way but downward, with a muck-rake in his hand.* * * There stood also 
one over his head, with a celestial crown in his hand. But the man did neither look up nor regard, but 
raked to himself the straws, the small sticks, and the dust of the floor.” — Pilgrims’ Progress. 








PET PHRASES 


WuicH We Hore NEVER To SEE AGAIN IN THE 
CoLuMNS OF OuR ESTEEMED CONTEMPORARIES. 





Wielded the ash. 
Fiendish delight. 
Sacred precincts. 


To the bitter end. 





The old war-horse. 





Music by the band. 





A new lease of life. 





Generous to a fault. 





Unfortunate wretch. 





Widow of the late— 





Passionately fond of. 


Tempest in a tea-pot. 





A stormy scene ensued. 





Dissension in the party. 





Woe-begone expression. 





On the spur of the moment. 





Without the slightest warning. 





The observed of all observers. 





Green, or rather pale with envy. 


No household should be without it. 





Subsequent investigation proved that— 





The largest circulation of any paper in the 
State, 





Samuel J. Tilden is as strong and clear-headed 
as he was seven years ago. 





The condemned partook of a hearty break- 
fast of poached eggs and a bowl of coffee. 








THE FORCE OF HABIT. 





He had been engaged to take the photograph 
of a corpse. 

He was a young man, and. this was the first 
time that his services had been required for such 
a purpose. 

He was naturally nervous, therefore, and had 
not become less so after an hour spent in prop- 
ping up his rather stiff sitter in various positions, 
in the vain endeavor to secure a good light. 

He finally got his camera properly aimed just 
as the stairs began to resound beneath the feet 
of the gathering mourners. 

There was not an instant to be lost, and, 
whipping out his watch, he removed the cap 
from the camera-tube, and said to his sitter: 

“Now keep perfectly still for a few moments, 
please.” F, E. C. 





THE BOY BEHIND THE SODA-FOUNT. 


The boy behind the soda-fount! 
What recketh he of care— 

His finger on the thingumbob 
That squirteth empty air? 

What knoweth he of misery, 
Since all his mission is 

To rake in nickels ceaselessly, 
And fizz and fizz and fizz? 


Full seemly proper serveth he 
The flavors we may name, 
And eke as siruptitiously 
He draweth of the same; 
Pineapple pale, and ginger ale 
And berries, straw’ and rasp’; 
Then tutoreth he the throttle-valve 
To gasp and gasp and gasp! 


O boy behind the soda-fount, 
What happiness is thine! 
With froth alone thou brimmest up 
This thirsty heart of mine! 
But thine!—ah} thine is brimmed with wine 
Of youth, and thou, unhurt, 
In life’s first “ bust,’’ hast only just 
To squirt and squirt and squirt! 
—/. W. Riley, in Indianapolis Journal, 


“THE Labor Union have concluded not to 
invite Governor Butler to their picnic.”” The 
Governor is in luck. When he reflects that he 
will now escape the pleasure of carrying a bas- 
ket of provisions weighing a ton and a half 
from the station to the picnic grounds, a dis- 
tance of two miles, and will not be induced by 
a bevy of pretty girls to climb a tree to put up 
a swing, and will not fall a victim to the evil 
machinations and dampness of the custard pie, 
he will feel like returning the Labor Union a 
vote-of thanks for their slight. But he should 
not let his mind dwell on the Copenhagen ring 
and its osculatory fun, or he may forget the 
annoyances and feel hurt that he didn’t get an 
invitation.—orristown Herald, 


“Yes,” he said: “yes, my tear poy, dose 
Vetzelbaums ish fine beoples, und hef connec- 
tions higher ash Drinity steebles. I tole you 
fur a fact, sure, dot Mrs. Vetzelbaum’s tiamonds 
vould fetch dirty tousand tollars mid Diffany 
& Co. eny tay. Pesides, dare uncle, Solomon 
Moses, hef hed a cottage py Long Pranch more 
as six years.”—WMail and Express. 


Pror. Huxtey holds that an acre of good 
fishing ground will yield more food in a week 
than an acre of the best land will produce in 
a year. Huxley evidently never tried catching 
fish himself. If he had, he would know that 
one fish to each square mile of water is about 
the average nowadays.—Philadelphia News. 





LUNDBORC’S PERFUMES, 
EDENIA AND MARECHAL NIEL ROSE. 





‘¢No one will have me, with my blotched face!” 
*¢ Swayne’s Ointment will cure thee,” said the friend in 
haste. 





PUCK ON WHEELS. 


New DREss. 


PUCK ON WHEELS. 
‘NEw Form. 
Over 100 Pages. Profusely Illustrated. 
OUT IN A FEW DAYS. 
PRICE 25 CENTS. 





NOTICE. 


Numbers 6, 9, 10, 14, 16 22 25, 26, 29, 38, 
41, 56, 87, 110, 113 and 118 of English Puck will 
be bought at this office at 10¢. per copy. 





NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS. 


To insure prompt attention, Advertisers will please 
hand in their copy for new announcements or alterations 
at least one week ahead of the issue in which they are to 
appear. PUBLISHERS Puck. 
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HERE IS BUT 
ONE GENUINE 


ESSENCE OF 


Jamaica GINGER 


in the market, and 
that is 


Fred’ Brown's 


PHILADELPHIA. 


All others are Imitations or 
made to sell on the reputation 
of the ORIGINAL, and ma 
do harm, while FREDERIC 
BROWN’S, PHILADELPHIA, 
will always be a blessing in 


SPRINC, 
SUMMER, 
AUTUMN, 
<e WINTER. 


InallSTOMACH DISORDERS, 

For SLEEPLESSNESS, 

For SUDDEN CHILLS, 

When Drenched during the 
EQUINOX, 

When Cold i in WINTER, 

When Distressed in SUMMER 


buy a bottle of your Druggist 
or your Grocer for 50 Cents, 
(insist on yar ERE GENU- 
INE given you—FREDERICK 
BROWN’S, PHILADELPHIA.) 
and you will secure an article 
which will serve you well— 
ALL THE YEAR ROUND. 











OV" heen hs et oD 


for the Million. 


The largest assortment in the World from the smallest to the lecgest 
size in Solid Gold, Silver, and Nickel Cases, from $6 to $150—all 
reliable and each ‘fully warranted. Chains, Rings, Lace Pins, Kar- 
rings, Bangle Bracelets, Cuff Buttons, Studs etc., at prices in reach 
ofall. Also, bargains in Diamonds 

An article of Jewelry is the et suitable’gift for a lady or gentle- 
man, and this is the best place to buy it. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 
363 Canal Street, New York. 


Price list free 








CUSTOM TAILORING. 


Light, Durable Fabrics for Summer Wear. 
MODERATE PRICES. 


NICOLL, “the Tatlor.” 


S2o BROADWAY S2o. 
139—151 BOWERY. 


Samples and Setr-measuREMENT chart mailed on application. 
BrancH StTorEs IN ALL Principat Citiks. 





“BacGaGE! Checks for baggage!’’ cheerily 
chirped the transfer company’s official, as he 
strutted through the car. 

“TI say,” piped a small voice at his elbow: 
“T say aw, do you aw twansfer everwy kind of 
aw luggage, y’ know?” 

“ Yes, sir,” promptly responded the baggage- 
man, as he whipped out his pencil. 

“T beg pardon, y’ know, but aw are you we- 
sponsible for these aw, these bwasses?”’ said the 
dude, as he handed him a couple of checks. 

‘‘Not unless you tell me what your trunks 
contain,” was the reply. 

“ Aw weally aw, b’ Jove, that’s quite widicu- 
lous, y’ know,” stammered the one-eye-glass 
swell: “Do you aw take me for a fool, y’ 
know ?”’ 

“Not much! We don’t take that kind of lug- 
gage at any price, y’ know, aw b’ Jove, weally,” 
said the mimic, as he returned the checks, 

“ Aw gwacious!”’ squeaked the crushed straw- 
berry, as he collapsed like a busted balloon.— 
Drake’s Travelers’ Magazine. 


“ JABEZ,” said his wife, sharply: “that man 
you hired last week is down with the lock-jaw. 
Now I want to know if that’s anything ketch- 
in’ ?? 

And Jabez looked at her with tears in his 
eyes and said, in mournful tones: 

“Oh, no. No. No. Alas, no; ’taint ketch- 
in’,”” 

And he says, although she won’t believe it, 
that he doesn’t know what made her so out- 
rageously mad about it.— Burlington Hawkeye. 


A WESTERN paper, announcing the illness of 
the editor, piously adds: “All subscribers who 
have paid cash in advance are requested to 
mention him in their prayers. The others need 
not, as the prayers of the wicked avail nothing.” 
This is pretty rough on the clergymen who 
have been getting free copies.—Chicago Tribune, 

DuDE canes have rubber heads. They area 
grade above the teething-ring. ‘The dude always 
wears the end of his cane in his mouth when he 
is waiting for a thought to enter his brain.— 
N. O. Picayune. 

THE clerks of New York City demand a half- 
holiday every week. But, as is frequently the 
case in the mercantile world, the supply is not 
equal to the demand.— Burlington Hawkeye. 


THE steam calliope is always last in the circus 
procession. ‘This is to keep the populace from 
mobbing the procession. Nobody wants to fight 
with the tail end of a thing.—Phila, News, 


It is said that Grant cannot distinguish one 
tune from another. From this we should judge 
he would make a superior player on the bag- 
pipe.—Lowell Daily Citizen. 


New York belles now have their feet photo- 
graphed. The custom will hardly prove fash- 
ionable in the cities of the West.— Boston Tran- 
script, 

Ir is said that the conscientious restaurant 


proprietor tries at least to give his short-cake a 
crushed-strawberry color.—Philadelphia Bulletin. 


THE base-ball editor of the Philadelphia 
Times seems to know as little of the game as 
does the club representingthat city.— Boston Post, 





*,* Kidney-Wortis an incomparably better friend 
to the human race than whole catalogues full of 
doubtful nostrums, Itisan unfailing remedy for 
that tormenting disease, piles. It moves the 
bowels gently and freely, and thus removes the 
cause. 









To any suffering with Catarrh or Bronchitis who eara- 
estly desire relief, I can furnish a means o: Permanent 
and Positive Cure. A Home Treatment. No charge for 
consultation by mail. Valuable Treatise Free. Certifi- 
cates from Doctors, Lawyers, Ministers, Business-men. 
Address Rev. T. P. CHILDS, Troy, Ohio. 











TELEGRAPHIC MATTER. 


Our latest correspondence, May 16, 1883, bri 
us the narrative of Henry B. Incram, the General Su- 

intendent of the District Messenger Co. of New 

ven, Conn. Mr. Ingram says: ‘‘ For many months 
I had been sorely troubled with a weak and tired feeling 
across the loins, almost invariably accompanied with a 
headache. I had noticed also that at stated periods fol- 
lowing these pains my urine would be highly colored, 
and leave a heavy brick-colored sediment when allowed 
to stand in the vessel. I could not work, and I was dis- 
couraged to an alarming degree. Nothing helped me. 
I was prescribed for by some of the best physicians in 
New York city, where I was located at that time, but 
derived no benefit or relief. When almost ready to give 
up in despair, an acquaintance said to me, ‘I waut you 
to try Hunt's Remedy,’ I did so, and hardly twenty- 
four hours had elapsed before I obtained relief, and in 
three weeks’ time all the aforesaid ailments had disap- 
peared, and I improved steadily and was infused with 
new life, so that I could resume my business again, 
which is one that subjects me to strains of all kinds 
which are likely to affect the kidneys, namely: Erecting 
telegraph and telephone lines. Hunt's remedy now oc- 
cupies the most honored mrg: in my cabinet of medi- 
cines. I would not be without it, and I cheerfully and 
heartily recommend it to all who are troubled’ with 
diseases of the liver, kidney or urinary organs, It never 
fails to cure.’ 

33 Centre STREET. 





VICTOR TRICYCLES. 


HICHEST CLASS WORK,.— NEW FEATURES 


SEND 3@"STAMP FORILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE 


OVERMAN WHEELCS 


WANTED LITHOGRAPHER. 


A first-class sketch, crayon and color-artist for Show-card and 
fine Label work. Send samples and state terms, 
SHORER & CARQUEVILLE LITHOGRAPHING CO., 
119 Monroe Street, Chicago, II}. 











name in New ‘Type, and an ELEGANT 48 nave, Gilt 
Bound FLORAL AUTOGRAPH ALBUM, all 


40 New and Beautiful CHROMO CARDS, 
for 15 cts, SNOW & CO., Meriden, Conn. 





COLUMBIA BICYCLES. 
‘Thousands in daily use by doctors. lawyers, 
ministers, editors, merchants, &c., &c. Send 
3c. stamp for elegantly illustrated 36-page cata- 
ogue to 
2 THE POPE MFG, CO., 
J575 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 
New York RipinG-Scuoo , 214 E, 34th St. 
































. . 

An Automatic Musical Instrument 
upon which anyone can play an unlimited number of tunes. 
ANY CHILD CAN PLAY IT. 

The effects produced are truly wonderful. It is made in dif- 
ferent sizes, from the LITTLE DOT at $5.00, and the $8.00, 
$10.00 and $25.00 sizes, to the MUSICAL CABINET at 

$75.00 and the large PIPE ORGANS. 


Illustrated Catalogue free. 


MECHANICAL ORGUINETTE CO.,, 


$31 BROADWAY, 
bet. rath & 13th Streets, 


New York. 


ROUEBERA CHRO. SS 


THEISS'S MUSIC HALL AND ALHAMBRA COURT, 
Ru. 4 the ay of Musi. 


CONCERT EVERY AFTERNOON AND EVENING. 


RUPTURE 


Relieved and cured without the i aoe trusses inflict by Dr. J. A. 
SHERMAN’S method. Office, 251 eesdeen, New York. His 
book, with strong endorsements and photographic likenesses of 
bad cases before and after cure, mailed for ten cents. 
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66 @ week in your own town. Terms and $4 outfit free. Address 
H. Hatwetr & Co., Portland, Maine. 
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DECKER 


MATCHLESS PIANOS; 
33 UNION SQUARE, N. Y. 





BITTERS. 


BEWARE OF COUNTERFEITS. 
An excellent appetizing tonic of 

4 exquisite flavor, now used over 
the whole world, cures Dyspep- 
sia, Diarriea, Fever and Ague, 
and all disorders of the Digestive 
Organs. A few drops impart a 
delicious flavor to a glass of cham- 
agne, and to all summer drinks. 
4 it, but beware of counterfeits. 
Ask your grocer or druggist for 
the or article, manufactured 
= J. G. B. SIEGERT & 








J. W. WUPPERMANN, 
(Successor To J. W. HANCOX.) 
Sole Agent for the United States. 

61 Broadway, : NEW YORK. 








THE 


SAAT STLOCRAPHS 


(HEARSONS PATENT U.S oe) 
10. JAN. 82 





A reservoir Penholder, carrying a nibbed pen and sufficient ink 
for many hours’ continuous writing. Ready for instant use with- 
out adjustment. Non lible pens, ch ble at pleasure, 
fine, medium, or broad, 40c. per box. 

Fitted with Palladium Pen, iridium-pointed, $2.50. 








N.B.—The Anti-Stylograph is not a Stylograph or point-writer, 
‘but a true PEN with nibs, to suit all writers, It preserves all 
the usual characteristics of the handwriting, and may therefore 
be used for shorthand or signatures. 

MAY BE HAD OF ALL STATIONERS. 
Sole Licensees and Manufacturers, 


THOS.DE LA RUE & CO. 


YORK. 











LONDON, PARIS. & NEW 





THE ANTI-STYLOGRAPHIC PEN 
Mailed, post paid, on receipt of price by 
EMMONS & CO , 65 Liberty Street. 








Catalogue for 1883, 228 pages, 2,000 illustrations of Firemen’s 
and Boating Goods, Model Engines and Figures, Air-Guns, Tar- 
gets, Revolvers, Wigs, Beards, and all Theatrical Outfits, Clogs, 
Magic Tricks, Chess, Checkers, Dominoes, &c., and all the best 
Novelties, sent by mail for 25 cents. 


PECK & SNYDER, 


126 to 180 Nassau Street, New York. 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three hours. For particulars address with stamp to 
H. EICKHORN, No. 6 St. Mark’s Place, New Vork. 








JULY. 


When the scarlet cardinal tells 
Her dream to the dragon fly, 
And the lazy breeze makes a nest in the trees, 
And murmurs a lullaby, 
It is July. 


When the tangled cobweb pulls 
The corn-flower’s cap awry, 
And the lilies tall lean over the wall 
To bow to the butterfly, 
It is July. 


When the heat fike a mist vail floats, 
And poppies flame in the rye, 
And the silver note in the strea.alet’s throat 
Has softened almost to a sigh, 
It is July. 


When the hours are so still that time 
Forgets them, and lets them lie 
*Neath petals pink till the night stars wink 
At the sunset in the sky, 
It is July. 


When each finger-post by the way 
Says that Slumbertown is nigh; 
When the grass is tall, and the roses fall, 
And nobody wonders why, 
It is July. 
—Susan Hartley Swett. 


Dip you ever watch a dog gape? For thor- 
oughness and entire absence of affectation and 
mock shame-facedness, there is nothing like it. 
When a dog gapes, he doesn’t screw his face 
into all sorts of unnatural shapes in an endeavor 
to keep his mouth shut with his jaws wide open. 
Neither does he put his paw up to his face in 
an apologetic way, while gaping in ambush, as 
it were. No, sir; when he gapes he is perfectly 
willing that the whole world shall come to the 
show. He braces himself firmly on his fore- 
feet, stretches out his neck, depresses his head, 
and his jaws open with graceful moderation. 
At first it is but an exaggerated grin, but when 
the gape is apparently accomplished, the dog 
turns out his elbows, opens his jaws another 
forty-five degrees, swallows an imaginary bone 
by a sudden and convulsive movement, curls 
up his tongue like the petal of a tiger-lily, and 
shuts his jaws together with a snap. Then he 
assumes a grave and contented visage, as is em- 
inently becoming to one who has performed a 
duty successfully and conscientiously.—Boston 
Transcript. 


To a great many men, these days, it is wholly 
immaterial whether they have to put a two-cent 
stamp on a bank check or not.—Zhe Merchant 
Traveler, 





Men of all ages, who suffer from Low Spirits, 
Nervous Debility and premature Decay, may have 
life, health and vigor renewed by the use of the 
Marston Bolus treatment WITHOUT STOMACH 
MEDICATION. Consultation free. Send for de- 
scriptive treatise. MARSTON REMEDY OO., 46 
W. 14th Street, New York. 





**T owe my 
Restoration 
to Health 
and Beauty 
to the 





ISFIGURING Humors, Humilating Eruptions, Itching Tor- 
tures, Scrofula, Salt Rheum, and Infantile Humors cured by 
the CuTicurRA REMEDIES. 

CuricurA REsoLvEeNnT, the new blood purifier, cleanses the 
blood and sie pa of impurities and poisonous elements, and 
thus removes the cause. 

CuTicura, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching and 
Inflammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Ulcers and Sores, 
and restores the Hair. 

Cuticura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and Toilet Requi- 
site, prepared from CuTicura, is indispensable in treating Skin 
Diseases, Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, Sunburn, and Greasy 
Skin. 

Cuticura Remepigs are absolutely pure, and the only infallible 
Blood Purifiers and Skin Beautifiers. 

Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, 50 cents; Soap, 25 cents; 
Resolvent, $1. Potter DruG AND CHEMICAL Co., Boston, Mass 
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AMERICAN STANDARD 


BILLIARD AND POOL TABLES, 


* New and Second-hand, at Low prices and on easy terms. 


Warerooms: 900 BROADWAY .Corner 20th Street, N. Y. 








The most efficacious, delicious, and 
PUREST EXTRACT of MALT in 
existence, an unexcelled remedy for 
INDIGESTION, MALNUTRI- 
TION, and DEBILITY; a thorough 
restorative for ENFEEBLED PER- 
SONS, CONVALESCENTS, 
NURSING MOTHERS, and Chil- 
dren of Delicate Health. 

Sold by all druggists and fine gro- 
cers. 25 cents per bottle. 





72 A WEEK. $12 a day at home easily made, Costly outfit free. 
Address, True & Co., Augusta, Maine. 















DANDRUFF IS C 


THE BENTON 


HAIR GROWER 


If the roots of the hair are not dead, (and they seldom are) 
will, in 80 per cent. of the cases of BALDNESS, produce 
the NEW GROWTH of HAIR, and what will GROW HAIR 
will STOP its FALLING OUT and PREVENT its turning 
GREY, because it is all the result of invigorating the roots. 

RED BY HEALING THE SCALP. 
WE WISH THAT ALL PERSONS HAVING DISEASED 


ADDRESS, 


THE BENTON HAIR GROWER 60., Brainard Block, Cleveland, 0. 
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PIAN oe. 
PREFERRED BY LEAD! 





Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 


Salesroom: 149—155 E. ath were Street, N. Y. 
Candies in the World, put up in hand- 
some boxes. All strictly pure. Suitable 


C A N DY for presents. ‘Try it once. 


Address Cc. F. CUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison St., Chicago. 








DELICATE MILD2FRAGRANT 





THE MOST 
Extensive Manufacturers of Billiard Tables in the World 





The I. i. Brunswick & Balke Co. 


No. 724 BROADWAY. 
NEWEST AND MOST ELEGANT STYLES. 
The unequalled ‘Monarch’ Cushions which we warrant for10 years 


Billiard Materials, Cloth, Balls, Cues, &c,, 
OF OUR OWN MANUFACTURE AND IMPORTATION. 
THE J. M. BRUNSWICK & BALKE CO., 
Cincinnati, Chicago, St. Louis and 
NEW YORK, 


RUNK, UNGER & CO., 


No. 50 PARK PLACE, 
Sole Agents for 


Ayala-Chateau d Ay 


CHAMPAGNES. 


TAUNUS NATURAL MINERAL WATER. 
Runk & Unger, Bingen a. Rh. Rhine Wines, 
L. Tampier & Co., Bordeaux, Clarets, 
Roullet & Delamain, Cognacs, 
Brandies, etc., "etc. 























Tue Lonpon Fire DEPARTMENT.—A_ Chi- 
cago man who has been to London thus tells 
how they put out fires there: “ Near the Amer- 
ican Exchange, at the corner of the Strand and 
Adelaide Street, is the Chandos Street station 
of the Metropolitan Fire Brigade. Here are 
located a manual engine and a steamer and 
twelve or fourteen firemen, One day I chanced 
to be passing the brigade station, when a young 
fellow, all excitement and perspiration, rushed 
up from the direction of Drury Lane and breath- 
lessly shouted: 

***Urry up ’ere! There’s a fire just breakin’ 
hout in Drury Lane. Look sharp, now!’ 

“ The engineer who was in charge of the place 
turned to a group of firemen and said: 

“« Arry, put on your ’elmet and go see what 
it is.’ 

“?Aarry proceeded to don the brigade tunic 
and the ’elmet, and started off on a run in the 
direction of Drury Lane. He was gone per- 
haps ten minutes. When he hove in sight again 
he had his ’elmet in his hand, the perspiration 
rolled from his flaming brow, and he was puff- 
ing like a locomotive. 

“*Come along,’ he managed to articulate: 
‘hit’s a sure enough fire.’ 

“ The engineer deliberately ordered the man- 
ual to be hitched up, and while one man went 
around the corner to get the horses, two others 
put the pole in place and the rest of the men 
put on their tunics and ’elmets, When the 
team was hitched up, they pulled out and rattled 
away over the pavement to Drury Lane. Do 
you know what happened then? No? Well, 
they got to Drury Lane, found that the fire had 
spread from an upper floor, where it had started, 
to a paint-shop on the first floor, and the whole 
building was booming. Their manual was of 
no use under heaven, and they rattled back to 
the station after the steamer. When they re- 
turned with their steamer, the fire had consumed 
the interior of the building and its contents, 
and there was no use for the engine. So they 
quietly returned to their quarters.’’—LZvening 
Post. 


‘“ HAVE you anything to say against the testi- 
mony of the witness?” asked a ‘lexas judge of 
a man accused of horse stealing. 

‘All ’ve got to say is that the witness has 
got a prejudice against me, and is determined 
toruin me. I introduced him to his present 
wife, and advised him to marry her, and now 
he is playing for even.” 

“Perhaps he has cause,” 
the judge.—Zexas Sifings. 


gravely remarked 


A PISTOL-GALLERY is to be one of the features 
of the Harvard School of Journalism next sea- 
son. It is an excellent idea. ‘Too many jour- 
nalists fight duels without receiving a scratch— 
and then refuse to pay for the cows they ki!l in 
the adjoining field.—Norristown Herald, 


It is a very hot day when there’s no revolu- 
tion in Haytii—M. FY. Commercial Advertiser, 





*Both Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound 
and Blood Purifier are prepared at 233 and 235 
Western Avenue, Lynn, Ma:s. Price of either, $1. 
Six bottles for $5. Sent by mail in the form of 
pills, or of lozenges, on receipt of price, $1 per box 
for either. Mrs. Pinkham freely answers all let- 
ters of inquiry. Enclose 8c. stamp. Send for 
pamphlet. Mention this paper. 





PILES! PILES!! PILES!!! 
Cured without the knife. Ry charge until cured. Write for ref- 





d t h Sampl h $5 free. Add 
$5 to $20 Brixsun & Oo., Portlane q ty en 7 


TAKE NOTICE. 


For soc. (in ——e 200 Elegant Scrap Pictures. 
F. WHITING, so Nassau St., N. Y. 





Dental_Offi 
PHILIPPINE. ‘DRE ENB ACH. 
162 W. 23rd Street, bet. 6th al 7th Aves., New York. 








No two alike. 





KER’S BITTERS 


R The Oldest and Best of all 


STOMACH BITTERS, 
AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE. 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 




















DECKER’S 


POOL and BILLIARD TABLES, 


with Patent Corded Edge Cushions, warranted eupetne 
to all others, and sold at low prices and on easy terms. 
Good second-hand tables always on hand. 


WAREROOMS, 722 BROADWAY, NEW YORK 


PUCK ON WHEELS 


No IV. 


FOR THE SUMMER OF 1883, 
WILL APPEAR SHORTLY. 








AR 
ON WHEELS has a 


NEW DPESS, 


This year, Pucx 


handsomer than ever, and its conten‘s are brilliant aac 


original, to match its external appearance. 


Tllustratea 


WITH A 


DELUGE OF PICTURES. 
PRICE 25 CENTS. 


A WHOLESOME CURATIVE. 


NEEDED IN 


Every Family. 


AN ELEGANT AND RE- 
FRESHING FRUIT LOZ 
NGE for Constipation, 
Biliousness, Headache, 
Indisposition, 
















regulating medicines. 
IS SMALL, 
THE ACTION PROMPT, 
THETASTE DELICIOUS. 
7 and children 
like it 
5 ) 60 cente. 











LYON rs HEALY, State and Monroe Streets, CHICAGO, 
Will send prepaid to any address their [Illustrated Price List of 
Latest Style Banjos. 

Just the instrument for Picnic Camping Parties, Summer Evening 
Serenades, etc. Now the rage in best society. %» SZ and upward. 
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IK_ used on this publication fs 
manufactured by G@ Eo«ds, Hi i oO. 
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5 EARS 














| THE LION CAN NOT FACE THE CROWING OF THE COCK. — 
. NN ee ™ 
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